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Old Dave 
By Maurice J. Kirby, '37 
THE church was like a hundred other churches in quiet little towns. Its weathered bricks shaded into the landscape a-
round as naturally as did the trees in the yard, or the evergreen 
hedge at the side. The windows along the sides were narrow 
and pointed at the top; in front, under the spire, was a door, 
pointed at the top but wide, standing like a portly abbot at the 
head of two columns of thin friars. A few low steps and a broad 
walk led up to the door. Stooping there, sweeping the leaves off 
the walk, was Old Dave. 
Just how Old Dave had become caretaker of the church, no-
body knew. He was simply there. They said he had been a rail-
road man years ago, and it was true that he had an uncanny 
ear for trains and everything they did. Father White noticed, 
too, at mass, when every head was bowed for the offertory 
bell, and the nine-forty would whistle for the crossing west of 
town, how Old Dave would look up and stare at the narrow 
stained glass window nearest him, as if he could look through 
it and see something beyond. When the afternoon passenger 
roared through the town, he would lay down his work and look 
up, as far as his stooped shoulders would allow, and pull a watch 
from the pocket of his worn brown suit. 
He liked children, for they could run and play around him 
without seeming to mock his brittle slowness. He would tell 
them stories of places very different from the little flat town 
they knew. There was iron in his stories, and there were 
wheels running away down mountains, and men who tried to 
jump too late, or did not jump at all. 
TOUT Old Dave kept getting older, like the organ in the loft 
with the key that stuck on a certain high note in benedic-
tion and sent a whispering titter through the congregation. 
Only you couldn't send to Chicago and get new parts to fix 
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Old Dave. He had to give up his duties, one by one, until all 
that was left for him to do was to sweep the leaves from the 
walks around the church in the fall. 
Father White would often stop and compliment him on the 
way he swept the walks. One day the pastor said, "You do your 
work well, Dave. And you must like to pray very much; I see 
you often go into the church." 
"Just a little shortness of the breath, Father. I go in there to 
sit and rest once in a while." 
"But you don't just sit there, do you, Dave? Surely you pray 
once in a while." 
"Well," Old Dave shifted his stooping weight from one foot 
to the other, "there isn't much I'm wanting any more. Some-
times I ask that I'll always be able to finish my sweeping every 
time I start. It isn't much." He paused, then added simply, "So 
far I always have." 
As time went on Old Dave told fewer stories, and he prayed 
through the offertory without lifting his head when the nine-
forty whistled through. But always he managed to finish 
sweeping the walks, although he had to stop and rest more of-
ten now, and his broomstrokes were almost humorously slow. 
TFINALLY, on a cool, still Sunday afternoon, he was sweep-
ing the walks before the evening benediction. He had fin-
ished the side walks, and the walks at the rear; there was only 
a little of the broad front walk left. 
"Another twenty yards," he muttered to himself. "I guess I 
better rest a while." 
He turned and started toward the door of the church. When 
he reached the low stone steps he sat down with his broom and 
put his free hand over his heart. 
"Twenty yards," he said. His fingers clutched convulsively 
as the pain grew in his left side. "I can't make it," he said slow-
ly. "I don't like to go and leave just that little bit. I guess maybe 
I prayed for the wrong things." 
Nothing, not even a rustle, answered his voice for a minute. 
Then a little breeze whispered through the quiet of the after-
noon. It seemed to come down from nowhere, for it did not 
blow a single leaf down with it from the overhanging trees. It 
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hovered for an instant above the leaf-strewn walk, then swish-
ed deliberately down the center like a little whirlwind, hust-
ling the leaves ahead of it and leaving the walk clean. Once 
or twice it seemed to reach out and catch a leaf lingering at 
the very edge, without disturbing even a blade of grass grow-
ing at the side. Finally, at the end, it scattered all the leaves 
out over the street. Then, like a spirit, it disappeared, and 
there was only the stillness, hushed and waiting like open 
arms. 
Old Dave looked up and smiled. "Thank You," he said. Then 
his head dropped to his chest, and the broom, which had been 
his last hold on the world, slipped quietly to the ground. 
• * 
Ho Hum 
By Edmund Lawlor, '39 
O HUM . . . Fine afternoon. Guess I ought to go fishin' 
—or watch the boys pitch horseshoes over at the black-
smith's. Now which will it be? Better sit down under this 
tree to decide. Don't want to hurry into this thing—besides, 
got to give my dinner a chance to settle. Ahhh—some dinner 
that was. • . . Them ham hocks, they was perfect. Rosie is 
sure some cook. . . . Now what was it I was thinkin' about? 
Lessee. Oh yeh, whether to go fishin' or to watch horseshoe 
pitchin'. Take fishin'—the bullheads ought to be bitin' down 
in the slough. Nice day for it, too. . . . Warm and not too 
much wind. There's a good place under a tree in that north-
east corner. . . . Yeah, guess I'll go fishin'. 
Still, I'll have to get some worms and that means diggin' 
. . . And the tackle is probably tangled pretty bad. . . . Then 
if I caught some fish I'd have to carry 'em home and likely 
have to clean 'em, too. I don't know about fishin' . . . Seems 
H 
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